THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

Jacqueline didn't hesitate or make a pretence of polite refusal.

"That's very kind of you/' she replied.

She was already thinking impatiently of the bend in the stream.

"You really are going, are you?" asked the Marquis.

" Of course, Uncle, I've told you so!"

The blind man's face looked happy and relieved.

"So I'm not being left to die quite alone," he murmured.
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Through the bars of the rear doors of the ancient van they could see
the hounds swaying to the bumps, evidently surprised by their night
journey; the big yellow Voisin, driven by De Voos, followed behind;
and the dipped headlights shone strangely gold in the hounds' eyes,
as if they were Mycenaean divinities come alive within their temple.

Jacqueline managed to decipher the owner's name on the little
silver plate, decorated with a medallion of Saint Christopher:

Mademoiselle Sylvaine Duals dramatic artiste, 33 Rue de Naples.

Although she could not associate the name with anything in particu-
lar, Jacqueline felt that it had a familiar and not altogether agree-
able ring.

She felt an increased interest in and a certain distrust for De Voos.

He was undoubtedly very good-looking. The dashboard-light lit up
the lower part of his face. Jacqueline, almost unconsciously, gazed at
the varying planes of his profile, his stubborn, determined jaw, the air of
superiority, of self-assurance that was stamped on every feature, show-
ing in every detail, in the carriage of the head, the curve of the eyelid,
the formation of the muscles.

"You've got a lovely car," she said.

"Yes, it belongs to a friend of mine; she lent it me," he replied. "And
does your uncle," he went on, changing the subject, "always wear
those clothes on hunting days just to stay by the fire?"

"Yes, and he never has himself undressed till hounds have come
home and the huntsman has made his report," said Jacqueline.

De Voos was silent for some seconds.

"When one's old, it must be a great joy still to have a passion in life,"

"Have you one you think you'll keep?" she asked.

He did not answer. As he drove, he took the thick chamois glove
from his right hand, a big, long, neat hand, with square well-kept nails,
rather too well-kept for a soldier's. He took a gold cigarette-case from
his pocket and handed it to Jacqueline. For a moment their eyes met.
The big Spahi's eyes were not so much bright as glittering, their large
irises the colour of a wild animal's. He smiled. Jacqueline felt slightly
embarrassed.
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